154              OUT OF MY COFFIN
intended for my benefit (after my nose treating me so
badly !) was the following :
" Pourquoi s'enteter a vivre, lorsqu* on peut moarir
et etre enterre comfortablement pour 75 fr$.
S'adresser   &.............................."
(Why insist on living when you can die and be
comfortably buried for 75 frs.   Refer to............
and then followed the name and address of the
undertakers!)
How things have changed; death has become
much more an affaire de luxe in these days !
I spent a happy time with my friends and I arrived
in London without further mishap.
As far as the general public were concerned,
nothing seemed more remote than the possibility of
war. The London Season was at its height; people
were happily planning their holidays ; the weather
was ideal, and it seemed that nothing could intervene
to mar the gaiety which was apparent everywhere.
I remember one evening at a dinner-party making
a terrible faux pas without realising it, and what
hilarity it caused. My hostess was telling of a
splendid solicitor who lived next door to her, and
who was well known for divorce cases, his clients
being generally women. She added that he gave
wonderful parties to which many of these ladies
were invited: " So," she said, " if any of you have
one day need of his services, you will know where to
go ! " " Oh, I see/' was my reply,<( he gives parties
for women soliciting! "
Everyone was convulsed, and I could not under-
stand what was causing their mirth until they
explained the joke. This little incident shows how